TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

epi<ho$ e? yaX*
(A kid, I fell into milk.)

ORPHIC   FORMULA.

Intrinsically magical, spells are loud with what is, for
us, a compelling music. Their phrases are thrillingly
obscure with shadowed meanings and mysterious
allusions. Their strange words set the imagination
working. Spells, in short, are poetry, and their authors,
the magicians, poets. The thing is psychologically
inevitable. If words had not first moved him, how
could man have come to beKeve that they would move
things ? And is it likely that he would set out to move
things by means of incantations which left him un-
moved ? But words which move are poetry. Magicians,
I repeat, are always poets.

Poetry justifies belief in magic. In an anthropo-
morphic world belief in the efficacity of abracadabra is
imposed by simple logic. ' I know by experience that
words have power over me. The external world is, by
definition, of the same nature as myself. Therefore
words must have power over the external world.' The
syllogism is unanswerably sound. Only when we have
ceased to believe that the macrocosm is a large-scale
model of ourselves, does the argument lose its force.
To-day we know, at any rate in our more rational
moments, that magic is effective only on ourselves. We
employ spells to move, not matter, but our own
emotions.

All literature is a mixture, in varying proportions,
of magic and science. Text-books are almost un-
adulteratedly scientific.    (I say * almost3 advisedly.
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